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| hope you enjoy it! It kinda changed from the original idea | had, so hope it was close enough for the prompt 
for you! Enjoy reading! 


They never intentionally meant for these things to happen. They just kinda did. 


Even before they had become lovers, they had always been a bit handsy with each other, more on Mark's side 
then Myles' at first, but then the closer they became the more Myles joined in with the teasing. It would 
start off completely innocent, Myles running his fingers across Mark's shoulders as he walked by, or Mark 
wrapping an arm around Myles and resting his head on his shoulder. Then there were times right before they 
went on stage, a light punch to the shoulder from Mark or a high five from Myles would have them feeling at 


ease, no matter how nervous they were previously. 


Then, when they realized their feelings for each other weren't completely one sided, their little teasing game 


took on a whole new level. Where before they knew when to draw the line, now they couldn't keep away from 


each other. 


When they did interviews, they always were right by each others side, hip to hip. Now when Mark threw his 
arm around Myles and camera's were around, he had to do his best not to lean and nuzzle against Mark's neck 
or run his fingers down his chest. Mark went through a similar struggle of practicing restraint. He wanted 
nothing more than to be able to like run his hands along the soft tattooed skin or lean in and nibble at the 
ears where he would whisper the dirtiest and most sensual things he could think of to hear the hitch in his 
breathing and the tiniest blush appear on his cheeks. 


It didn't take long for the rest of the guys to realize just how much and how..often the two of them would 
make up time for not being able to touch like they wanted, 


It was one of the crew that found them the first time. 


It wasn't uncommon for Myles or Mark to disappear before a show. All of them had different ways of 
warming up and many times that involved isolating themselves from everyone else, so Brian and Flip never 
really thought anything about it. However, when they heard a hurried knock on their dressing room door and 
Brian opened it to see a red faced and stammering crew member in front of him, he couldn't help but look on 
in concern. Did something happen to Mark or Myles? Was there a problem with their gear? With the setup? 
When he opened his mouth to ask him what the problem was, the guy just shook his head and turned to walk 
away, gesturing with his head that Brian should follow him. 


Turns out the there was a problem with the other two members of Alter Bridge, but nothing like he'd 
expected. As he hastily followed the crew member back to where he'd last seen Mark and Myles, a low groan 
echoed through the hall. The crew member by now had taken off, apparently not wanting to witness again 
whatever shock he'd seen the first time. 


The groaning increased in volume as he reached the end of the hall. As he looked around, he realized this is 
where they stored most of their extra gear. He continued glancing around in confusion as he tried to find the 
source of the groans and when he pinpointed the sounds as coming from a somewhat secluded alcove where 


they kept a couple extra amps, he stopped dead in his tracks. 


In front of him, lying completely naked and flat on his back on top of an amp, was Myles, hands tightly fisted in 
Mark's shirt he could reach as he plowed into him. Myles had his eyes shut tight, chest heaving as he was 
rocked forward and made the amp a bit more shaky by the power of Mark's thrusts. Mark held one of Myles’ 
legs over his shoulder while the other was wrapped tightly around his waist. Brian just barely could make out 
the way the muscles in Mark's arms were tensed, as if he was using all of his energy to hold himself back 
from fucking Myles through the amp, instead of just on it. He leaned down and nuzzled against Myles' neck 
whispering something that had him arching up and trying to pull Mark closer at the same time. 


Brian barely, just barely resisted slapping himself in the face because A. now he owed Flip twenty bucks and B. 
what exactly did he do now? He could just leave them there, but then there was the possibility that someone 


else might find them and that definitely wouldn't be good, so he decided to do the next best thing. 


Of course he also didn't know that while deep in thought, that the people he was in deep thought about had 
noticed him, and also froze in shock. When he realized this, the three men ended up stared at each other 
before they all sprung into action Mark and Myles breaking apart as gently as they could and trying to cover 
up while Brian broke out of his stupor and began hurling apologies at the other two. 


"Shit guys! I'm so sorry ---" Brian shouted. 
"Seriously Bri, this isn't what it looks like--" Mark spoke hurriedly. 


"| mean okay it is what it looked like, but we can keep this between us right? | mean nobody else has to know?" 


Myles finished nervously as Mark wrapped a comforting arm around him and pulled him close. 


"Listen guys, don't worry about it. This will stay between us, but you should probably tell Flip soon. Just..try to 
keep it in a room next time. We seriously don't need you two breaking the crew cause I'm not lugging all this 


shit to every venue by myself." 
Mark relaxed and grinned at Myles and then at Brian. "No problem bro! This won't happen again!" 


"Great! Now..umm I'm gonna go and let you guys make yourselves not look like you just had sex. I'll see you in 
twenty." Brian couldn't help but chuckle as he walked away from the scene and then sighed in disbelief as the 
moans started up again. Of course it won't happen again Brian thought sarcastically. /F was nice fo have hopes 


though. 
It happened again not even a week later. 


This time Brian's sure the two of them had lost their minds and it also confirmed to Flip just how adventurous 
their two friends were. They had an interview with some magazine that day which starts of pretty well. At 
least until They actually have to start the interview. 


The station has them sitting around a table with four chairs all crushed together and of course Myles and 
Mark are sitting beside each other. Brian thought everything was going fine until he saw Myles shifting 
restlessly out of the corner of his eye. At first he figured Myles had just become tired. The interview was 
going on a lot longer than they expected, and none of them had really managed to get much rest lately, but 
then he heard a soft gasp that Myles had barely managed to play off as a laugh and the quick smirk on 
Mark's face as the singer appeared to playfully punch him in the shoulder, but Brian could see the tiny hint of 


anger in the singer's eyes and almost sighed in exasperation 


He tried to keep his attention on the interview but keep from glancing back to Myles. By now, Myles had both 
of his hands on the table, his fingers twitching slightly whenever Mark would move his arm. He had started 
speaking a bit quicker than usual and there were much longer pauses between his answers as he struggled to 


remember what he was going to say, but since Myles’ horrible memory was basically public record by now it 


didn't draw any attention When questions weren't directed at him, his head would drop to his hands, and Brian 


could see the slight tremors in his shoulders as he struggled to stay still 


To most people it would look like Myles wasn't feeling well or that he had just grown tired of the interview, but 
Brian knew better. He was close enough to see the light flush of his skin, the tiny drops of sweat beading on 
forehead, how he couldn't keep himself from biting at his lip when he wasn't being spoke to, and especially the 
when tiny moans or sighs would slip out even when he tried his best to cover them with a laugh or cough. He 
refused to look down and see what Mark was actually doing to turn Myles into putty, there were some things 
that even he didn't need to know, but he was curious at how Mark managed to be his usual outgoing self, 
answering all his questions without hesitation and even bantering with them and the interviewer, while Myles 


looked to be seconds away from shattering. 


Part of him was actually glad when their interviewer gave them a short break a few minutes later. Myles had 
shot up quickly from the table, holding his jacket tightly to his front in an attempt to hide what must be an 
extremely painful hard on He mumbled out a quick “Excuse me." before leaving the room as quickly as he 
could. He had to give Mark credit though. He at least managed to wait a few minutes before heading out after 
him, throwing back that Myles had been sick for the past few days and wanted to make sure that he was 
okay. 


As the minutes passed the interviewer began to get concerned and slightly impatient. "Is Myles okay? He and 
Mark have been gone awhile." She stood from her seat and began walking over to the bathrooms, "| should go 


check on them. We still have a lot more to talk about and we're running behind schedule." 
"No let Flip do it” Brian said quickly, ignoring the strange look he received from the drummer. This was 
something that definitely didn't need to be seen outside of them.and the crew..and that one time with the two 


extremely lucky fans who couldn't keep the dazed grins off their faces even after they were ushered away. 


Brian had glared at them for days after that one. 

Nope, he had decided after that fiasco that those two were worse than teenagers. 

Flip just shook his head as he walked into the bathroom. He knew something was up. Brian hadn't been able to 
spare a glance at anyone besides Myles during that entire interview and Myles himself looked to be in pain 
during most of it. He had a feeling at what had been possibly going on, but he didn't think the two lovebirds 
were that stupid. 

"Fuck! Myles!" 


Flip shrugged. Okay so apparently they were. 


Flip's eyes widened when he heard another louder groan. It was obvious that Mark was enjoying himself very 


thoroughly, and he couldn't help but shake his head. 


Seriously? During an Interview guys./m impressed 


A gasp and a deep groan. "Uhhhhh.when the hell did you learn to do that? You been holding out on me Mylo?" 


A moan and breathless chuckle. "Think of this as payback for what you did to me back there. If she hadn't 
given us a break would you have kept going?" Mark's panting had increased and Flip heard a loud thud which 
sounded like his head hitting the wall. 


"Would you have made me cum?" 


Flip's eyebrows shot to his hairline with that question Myles may seem all shy and quiet to the public, but 
when it was just them, he could get as crude and dirty as the rest of them, but he had never heard him 
sound like that. With his voice so full of heat, and slightly hoarse from what he'd been doing to Mark, this was 
definitely a side of Myles he'd never seen 


His mind was working on overdrive now, he'd heard enough. He was beginning to understand why their crew 
would get so flustered after they would apparently catch the two of them together, those two definitely had a 
way of making your mind go blank. He knocked wildly on the door. He heard two gasps, a variety of curse words 


and someone struggling to stand up. He leaned back against a sink and put on his best serious look. 


Mark came out first, face flushed, fumbling Myles' jacket around his waist with full on glare directed right in 
his direction. Myles trailed out behind him, subtly wiping at his mouth and his face nearly the color of a 


tomato. 
"Was that seriously necessary bro? | mean we were definitely busy in there." 


Flip just grinned. "With the racket you were making be happy Brian sent me and not the interviewer to come 
check on you guys." He then grinned at Myles, "So can | assume that whatever had you rushing in here in the 
first place was something this knucklehead did?" he said gesturing to Mark. 


Myles just blushed more. "You know, we'd probably be able to keep our hands to ourselves if we weren't 
always getting interrupted by you guys." 


Now this time Flip did laugh as he walked to the door. "Hey we aren't the ones that decided to be exhibitionists 
all of a sudden That was all you guys. Now come on it's time to go finish this interview before Bri has a 


conniption" 


Mark continued to glare at the door as it closed behind Flip. He knew that he and Myles needed to tune it down, 
but he really couldn't help it. It was hard to restrain himself when Myles was so close to him, but most of 
the time with interviews and promotions, just barely out of his reach. It was a really shitty situation 
sometimes, but they were making the best of it especially since Brian and Flip understood. 


Though Brian had to stay on their tails to make sure they didn't get caught by anyone that could cause them 
problems and Flip with his light teasing and making sure that the crew kept silent about what they could 


possibly see and if they making sure that if they had any problems they could just fuck off. Mark definitely 
didn't know what he would do without them sometimes. The important thing was they were making the best of 
the situation, and if they tended to sneak away to a have a little “quality time" then who could really blame 
them. 


Besides, how could anyone keep their hands off someone that looks like Myles anyway?! 
"You're thinking too hard. What's up?" Myles asked curiously. 


Mark shook his head and smirked. He pulled Myles closer, catching him by the wrist and placing his hand right 


over his half hard cock. "Just thinkin about how much | really want you to take care of this for me" 


"Of course." Myles said, his voice taking on a huskiness that showed all of his previous embarrassment was 
gone. He knew that they really should have just followed Flip back to the interview, but what was five more 
minutes? Besides, Flip was always great at covering for them, especially when Brian was ready to strangle 


them for sneaking off at inopportune moments. 


He palmed Mark's cock through his jeans and gave it a slight squeeze before starting to stroke him slowly. 
Mark relaxed against the wall and spread his legs slightly to give Myles better access. The singer popped the 
button on his jeans and slipped his hand inside, and grasping the hard flesh just tight enough to make Mark 
hiss in pleasure and slight pain 


Myles knew his lover's body well and set hard pace that he knew Mark would like. A twist of his wrist on the 
down stroke had him shuddering while his thumb teasing at the head had Mark biting his fist to hold in his 
moans. It didn't take much time for Mark to get close, having already be so close to the edge before they'd 
been interrupted. He could feel heat traveling through his veins and straight to his groin and chased after the 
feeling ready to fall off the edge. However, Myles seemed to have other plans. He suddenly pulled his hand 
away and Mark was left more aching and harder than he thought possible, chasing after a release he was 
apparently not going to get. 


Unable to form words at this point, Mark just stared slightly dazed at Myles, who was an image of complete 
innocence at this point. "What? | told you this was payback from what you did to me earlier. lll think about 
making it up you you later." He finished with a sultry grin before heading out of the bathroom. 


Mark knocked his head against the walk and sighed. The universe just wasn't going to him win today. 


Luckily for Brain's mental state things calmed down a bit after that, though they were still extremely touchy 
with each other. When they were riding on the bus, there was hardly a moment when Myles wasn't curled 
against Mark while playing his guitar resting his feet in his lap while reading. Mark was constantly in Myles’ 
space, running his hands through his hair, wrapping an arm around his waist when they were alone or around 
their shoulders in public, or laying his his lap as they worked on music together. The crew had caught them a 
couple more times, in some very creative places Brian had to admit, but then after a around of intense 


interviews, nonstop shows and promotion. it was back to the beginning all over again. 


"Guys you gotta stop breaking the crew!" 
Myles looked up confusedly from where he was looking over some new music, "What are you talking about?" 


"Every time of the crew catch you guys together, they end up so flustered they forget what they're 
supposed to be doing for the rest of the night. We almost left two amps at the last venue cause they forgot 
to put them on the truck because the two in charge had caught you two going at it in the dressing room 


right before the show!" 


Myles couldn't help but smirk and was happy that his hair kept it from Brian. "Hey that time it wasn't my 
fault. It was Mark that forgot to lock the door!" He received a pillow to the face for his trouble as Mark slid 
open the curtain to his bunk tossed the nearest thing he had at him. 


"Hey if we're blaming people here, who's idea was it to fuck in Flip's bunk the other night and then tried to hide 
it by spilling coffee on the bed?!" he shouted back 


Before Myles had a chance to respond, Flip returned to the bus and just happened to catch the tail end of 
Mark's statement. "You two did what?!" He glared fiercely between the singer and the guitarist before picking 
up Mark's pillow and throwing back at him. "See if | ever cover for you guys again!" He said as he dropped 


down on the couch. 


"Hey come onl It wasn't completely our fault" Myles said and Brian was sure that was amusement he heard in 
his voice, Mark had definitely been rubbing off on him. “There were people every where else! At least this 


time we tried to not be in public when we snuck offl" 


Brian just groaned as he listened to the argument continue in the background. He was sure they weren't gonna 
kill each other, they may come out a little bit maimed but that was a whole other story. He already knew how 
this was gonna end though. Flip would jump on Myles or Mark which left the other one to attack Flip and once 
he was out of the picture, there'd be a little fighting until they realized the other wasn't Flip and the fight 


would become a make out session. 
A slight moan in the background confirmed his suspicions. 


"Get a room." he deadpanned and heard the sound of a curtain closing to signal that they'd hidden themselves 
in a bunk for the time being. 


Yeah He decided as he gratefully took a set of headphones that Flip offered him as the drummer sat down 
beside him, They are definitely worse than Teenagers. 


But they were his brothers and he wouldn't have it any other way. 


